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corners. I had to squat and jump like a frog. We crawled on until we reached bean stalks where one could almost stand up straight
"There are breath-talang tomatoes farther on," Yanosik whispered. "Mind you, though, don't pick the green ones **
With both hands I was cramming beans into my loaded apron when I thought I heard a suspicious sound I turned toward Yanosik only to find that he was off in the tomato patch. And then I heard the same sound again I stood still, and it seemed to me that I heard it a third time. Yanosik came over, took me by the hand and pulled me down.
'Thick," he whispered, taking out his revolver. We lay in silence, straining our eyes and ears. Suddenly Yanosik burst out laughing. He was pointing at a small white object moving at some distance, waddling and making quaint noises.
*Is that a goose, Yanosik, or am I seeing things?* I, too, laughed.
"There is nothing I'd rather eat with my tomatoes than a goose,** Yanosik ruminated aloud. We knew that the Germans at the University raised fowl. **Do you know how one calls a goose^* Yanosik asked me I shrugged my shoulders "Goosey, goosey, goosey, come here, he whispered caressingly. The goose would not respond
TThere must be a way of calling them," he sighed *1 just don't know the right words You should have lived on a farm, Aneri, and not studied your silly law and medicine," he reproached me. And he began to crawl toward the goose. But Nalecz got tibere first He wrung the bird's neck, and threw it at us. A dead goose fell at our feet
A bullet from the University whistled above our heads We waited apprehensively, but there were no more shots.
"A goose for your kitchen, Aneri," said Nalecz on the way back, offering me the prize "It's skin and bones,